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ued, "I might perhaps take the liberty of enquiring
your name?"
The Marquis rose to his feet. With his right hand
over his heart he bowed low.
"Madame," he announced, "I am the Marquis de
Fallanges. My wife and I have, with the greatest
pleasure, occupied your bungalow 'The Three Cy-
presses' for nearly a month/'
"I had it fitted with a new system of water sup-
ply," Lady Grassleyes reflected. "I trust that it was
satisfactory?"
"Everything about the bungalow was satisfac-
tory," the Marquis assured her. "I even ventured to
ask your charming niece whether she thought that
you, if you returned in person, or she, in the regret-
table possibility of her being your successor, would
care to sell me the property, I met with a very firm
refusal."
"My niece was carrying out my wishes," she de-
clared. "You will find it laid down in my will, sup-
posing you have not already examined it, that not
one of the bungalows nor one hectare of the land is
to be sold. By the by, if your story is a true one, Mar-
quis, these two servitors of mine must know you
quite well by sight."
De Fallanges removed his mask.
"They know me quite well," he answered gra-
ciously. "Pooralli, as your cellar-man, has been a fre-
quent visitor to my bungalow. He has served us well,
as also has his brother. I imagine, from the fact that
they have escorted you here, that they are also your
faithful dependents."